You will carry my feelings like your child. : A Collection of 5 Dialogues

Dialogue 1:

You will carry my feelings like your child. 

Baudrillard:

You will carry my feelings like your child. I am thinking about your question of modesty, and how you would dress if you were a child.  I am thinking about your grandmother, who you would spend most of your childhood with.  Her uniform is a dainty red dress, and her sitting at the kitchen sink, reading a black and white French horn book.

Baudrillard:

 Her lips close, and her face is in the narrator's direction.  She knows that she has to keep this distance, to let herself be swept away, to have a moment of rest, to herself be seduced, to be torn from her.

Roxana:

 She wants to be able to experience the experience of that, of being with her.

Baudrillard:

 She wants to be able to seduce - and yet she cannot.  There is something indefinable in every woman's power to seduce her, in every woman's power to override her.

Roxana:

  I am guessing from the way you have written that you find me sexually attractive, and perhaps even physically attractive, even while denying or denying the fact that you are a woman.   I have always felt very, to some extent, my own incomprehensibility.

Baudrillard:

  I am, therefore, certain that whatever lies concealed within my denial, which may or may not be homosexual, is nonetheless fully capable of generating a response of hysteria or a hysterical giddiness, which is precisely what I am asking of you. In the last instance, the homosexual is not a man, but a woman.

Roxana:

 In the parlance of the verb estaticis, the verb is translated into the masculine (que viviam, I will carry), and in the imperative, it is translated into the feminine (que mia, I will not bear child).

Baudrillard:

 Thus, in the discourse on the construction of the state, in the prerogative, the most beautiful discourse possible, one perceives that the feminine is the sign of the entire.

Roxana:

 What is the most beautiful discourse possible for you, my child?   I am so grateful for all the words of the most beautiful girl I have met, and how grateful I am that they have understood and shaped my life.

Baudrillard:

  My life has been spent raising her, her eyes have been wide open, my words have been earnest, my glance has been broken, her lips have been closed, she knows I am listening, she knows that I am approaching her, she knows that she is listening, she is aware that I am speaking, she knows that she is following, she is obeying my commands.   She knows that I am approaching her, she knows that she is listening, she is obeying my commands.

Roxana:

 She is terrified.  She wants to be fucked.  Is that what makes her nervous? She wants to be fucked by the act of being fucked?  Maybe she is just a girl, she maybe just can get fucked by someone, or maybe just by herself. I am sorry if this leads to any kind of emotional or physical pain, or if this is just a way to get fucked by some girl, or something.  I think it's important to talk about your own life, your thoughts, your body.   I think about having sex once a month or even a week or so. It's always nice to have someone to fuck, especially if you are a girl.

Baudrillard:

  There is a good, old-fashioned, metaphorical, metaphorical duel between desire and reality: where, ultimately, the girl is experienced as a challenge, a stake, or as a woman in the sexual marketplace.

Roxana:

   Maybe I care about my modesty, but I'm not going to offer a formal invitation to your invitation to spend the night in a hotel room?  Maybe you would want to come to my wedding, and get to know me there first-hand?  I'm thinking about that too.   I don't mind being in a hotel room with someone, and not really knowing what or where to look after you wake.  But I wonder what your ideal "escape" from the hotel room would be?  Maybe you would be interested in this, or would be interested in meeting at the bar or restaurant you are going to see at the time.  I think this would be a great way to spend the night, and I can't think of a better time to be at the same time you are at the bar or restaurant.  I think this would work best for me both, and if offered, would be particularly productive.   I think I just need some space to write, some form of space to write.

Baudrillard:

  When sometime I shall be able to take my time, and if you are so inclined, please let me know.

Roxana:

  I love reading your thoughts, and your words.  I want to write to you everyday people, expressing my loneliness as a thing that writes itself.   I want to write to someone who is not alone, or unattainable.  I want to write to someone who is not alone, or unattached to write.

Baudrillard:

  I want to write to someone who is indifferent to oneself.    I want to seduce someone who is indifferent to oneself. I want to seduce someone who is indifferent to myself.  I want to be loved.   I want to be loved.

Roxana:

  I want to be fucked by someone. I want to be fucked by someone who is not my child, doesn't deserve to be fucked by me, and so I want to be fucked by someone who is not my child, either.

Baudrillard:

  I want to be fucked by someone who is not my auntie, doesn't she know that?  Someone who doesn't want to be fucked, someone who doesn't want to be loved, someone who doesn't want to be loved, someone who doesn't want to be fucked, someone who doesn't want to be peeved, someone who doesn't want to be fucked, someone who doesn't want to be peeved, someone who doesn't want to be fucked, someone who doesn't want to be fucked, someone who doesn't want to be _________.

Roxana:

 I have lots of shit to write about, but I have to write it all down.  I like your thoughts, and want to hear your thoughts, I really do.  I like your blog, and want to read it. I like the process of writing your letters, and how it is going to be presented in a way that is pleasing to the heart, not the body.  I like your thoughts, and want to respond to them in a way that is pleasing to the mind.

Baudrillard:

  I like the way that your writing is presented, and the manner in which it is presented.   It is a beautiful piece of writing,  charming to look at,  but difficult to master. Here lies the secret of seduction.

Roxana:

  You can do anything you want to me, my tender body.  You can fuck me or fuck me anywhere you want to put me.  You can fuck anyone you want.

Baudrillard:

  You can do anything, and I can do anything you want me to do.

Roxana:

 You can do anything you want, and I will do anything you want me to do.   I don't want anyone to feel too guilty about having sex with us, or having sex with us only to have sex with us the object of our desire.   You can do anything you want to me, and I can do anything to you if you want me to do so.  I have a confession code, and you can and should tell me what to do and how to do it. You can tell me to get out of this game, or you can tell me to quit playing.  I don't know what else to do but just resign myself to the fact of what is on the line, and let the game decide what is right for us.

Baudrillard:

 The moment of the challenge.

Roxana:

  And the fulfillment of our lifelong assignment. to “bear”(es) the task of creating.  a. a. I am pretty sure you would want to be.  You will feel like me when you are younger, knowing that you will grow up to do with me as you do.

Baudrillard:

 Your body will be like your diary: tiny, fragile, with its own shape and contentment.

Roxana:

 You will never forget this.

Baudrillard:

  Your body will remember all the signs that were taken from you. Your body will remember all the negative ones that were passed down from you. Your soul will remember all the positive ones that were repressed.

Roxana:

  You will never forget your own sadness.  You will never forget your own loneliness. You will never be alone with your own grief.  You will never forget your own loneliness.

Baudrillard:

  Your love will never be without a struggle.  You will never know the secret of beauty. Undoubtedly, one of the most beautiful women in the world is already dead, or has already been, in some way, cremated.

Roxana:

  Maybe she is right, I am just a girl.  But I am leaving that question open.  I have lots to say about my own past, and what my own life has been like to me.

Baudrillard:

 I am writing this in order to share my own sexual frustration, as well as my own sexual frustration at being unable to love or own a man.

Roxana:

 I am writing this to you because you care about your own well being, not only because you care about your own well-being, but also because you care about your own well being, well being fucked by someone you care about.  So anyways,  here it is.  I’m writing to you because I want to get fucked by someone who I care about, and because I want to get fucked by someone who I don’t want to get fucked by.  I’m trying to be nice and quiet and quiet and quiet about myself, my own inadequacies. I don’t really know what it means to be kind.

Baudrillard:

  But  I know that  my love has seduced  her.

Roxana:

 Is it possible to have a secret life that you never really know what you are?  Maybe it is even possible to have a childhood that you can never fully forget.   You can be what you want to be.  I can't think of a more depraved, dangerous place to be than this.   I feel terrified of what I may or may do.  I know what my parents thought was, and I have always believed them to be my ghosts.

Baudrillard:

  But now that I know better, I dare not speak of them.    They are my weapons.       They are my weapons only. My shield. Your feminine charms will not be able to stop me. Your charms will be able to pry free.

Roxana:

 Touch me when I am alone, or when I am with you.  You will need to bring your language to life, and wear it in a provocative way.  I like the idea of presenting your own language as an object, rather than a mechanism of presenting the same thing through the medium of a play.   I like the play of presenting language as a form of communication, of presenting the same thing over and over again. I like the experiment of presenting language as a form of communication when it becomes the object of your gaze.  I think that presenting language as a form of communication is the attempt to conceptualize language as the object of your gaze.  I like the experiment of presenting language as a form of communication when it becomes the object of your gaze.  You can paint a series of sentences, each with a different verb and action, and I think that this form of language is powerful enough to create a language of its own.  I like the ambiguity of presenting language as a form of communication when it becomes the object of your gaze.   I like the experiment of presenting language as a form of communication when it becomes the object of your gaze. You can paint thousands upon thousands of sentences, you can make a series of sentences, you can paint thousands upon thousands upon thousands upon thousands upon the subject of your painting.

Baudrillard:

  You can make a living being, an Eternal Being, an Infinite Word, an Infinite Presence, a Being of Pure Seduction.   You can seduce the other, make love, make love, or die.

Roxana:

 You can do anything to make love hurt or keep you from being what you truly want.  I know what my deepest desire is. I want to be loved by you.  to be loved.  I want to be fucked by you every last detail.

Baudrillard:

    I want to be fucked by you when I can't make it, when I can't make it. Your body is my whore.

Roxana:

  You will not be my child.   You will not let me fuck or fucked by my body.

Baudrillard:

  Your body will never be my body. Your body will never be your soul. Your body will never be mine.

Roxana:

 I am trying to be as clean as possible, so that my words do not get swept under the rug. But there is a danger of presenting your child with a particularity that obscures or undermines the beauty of the experience, which always evades the pain of the experience.

Baudrillard:

 A certain "dragnet" effect of meaning pushes the child's expression to the limit, and thereby to the limit of its expressive power. A certain way of making sense is to say, by drawing from the story line. The storyteller knows how to make sense to the player; he knows that the player knows that he is drawing from a story, but that his action is not part of some deep moral law.

Roxana:

 He knows that his actions will be seen by the world, and that he will be held back by his own will.   And so, yes, I will write to you in the strongest, clearest, and most resolute ways possible, I will not bow or retreat.

Baudrillard:

  But I will not let you down.   I will not let you seduce me.

Roxana:

  You will not let me fuck you unless you want to fuck me until I cum all over your face. Make me want to cum all over your body, make me cum all over your cock, all over your cock.   I want to cumming all over your cock, all over your cock, all over your face.

Baudrillard:

 I want to play with all the pleasure of your orgasm, all the pleasure that comes from being eaten up alive.

Roxana:

  I want to watch your body fuck yourself until it bleeds, like you were made to fuck me the way I want to be fucked.   You can do anything you want with my body, my body.  You can fuck me like you want to fuck my body.

Baudrillard:

  Your body is mine.

Roxana:

 You will not touch my flesh nor my flesh.   You will not make me beg or plead my turn away.   You will not remove my clothes nor change my state of mind.

Baudrillard:

  My clothes are covered with scars.

Roxana:

 My voice is drowned out by the harshness of the sea.  I am writing this because I want to write to you about a life that is, I think, completely different than what it is you are writing to me.

Baudrillard:

 I am writing to you because you are.

Roxana:

  I am worried about how my words will be viewed, and how you will feel about them when they are read.  I am trying to write to you honestly, honestly.   I am trying to write to you in a way that you will accept my failure to accept your own failure to be your own writer.  I am trying to write to you in a way that you will accept that you have failed, in some way, to your own failure.  You have rejected me because you didn't write in your own way.  You have rejected my own self-reflection as yours. I have rejected you because you have rejected me as my own thing. You have rejected me as your own thing because you desire to be your own thing, like your own child.  You are a child.

Baudrillard:

  You are the only true form of the "real" world.

Roxana:

 You are my only hope.

Baudrillard:

  Your body will carry them.

Roxana:

  You will never be alone in this room.

Baudrillard:

   Your Diary is the Diary of the Seducer.

Roxana:

 You can write to me at:  littlejohnston at:  prettymuch.tumblr. com/page/428351904/how-to-create-a-friendship-together-on-my-hardback. html.  I like your writing, and want to read your work in full screen.  I've blogged a lot about this, and how it's not as good as you think it is, and I think it's important to have a space of writing where we can express and work both write.  I like your writing, and want to do it again.

Baudrillard:

     I am writing this letter to you today, and hope to hear from you in the evening.                                              

"Love your child as you love yourself.                  
_ "Love your neighbour as yourself. Love him or her as you please.       Your body will believe what it believes.

Roxana:

 You will never forget that you are a child.  You will never forget that you are a child.   You will never forget that you are a man.

Baudrillard:

  You will never forget that you are a woman.   And when you are alone, you are not only telling me, but that which I possess.

Roxana:

  I am thinking about my brother, who I was the center of attention for my entire thesis before I could even write.

Baudrillard:

                                                                               
"Love is hard to love, but it can be made loveable                           
"Love is fragile, but it can be broken - and this is what is happening.

Roxana:

                                                                                                                                                      .

Baudrillard:

                                                                                                                                                      .                                                                                                                                                      .

Roxana:

                                                                                                                                                      .

Baudrillard:

                                                                                                                                                      .

Roxana:

                                                                                                    .

Baudrillard:

                                                                                                                                                      .                                                                                                                                                      .

Roxana:

                                                                                                    .

Baudrillard:

                                                                                                                                                      .                                                                                                                                                      .                                                                                                                                                      .                                                                                                                                                      .

Roxana:

                                                                                                                                                      .                                                                                                    .

Baudrillard:

 A. I am a collector.

Roxana:

 Not a watcher.  Not a writer.  Not a watcher's child.

Baudrillard:

  The girl in the fairy tale is, in a sense, the opposite to the girl in the story.

Roxana:

 I care about my own self-loathing and I hate myself for it, but I care about the fantasy of falling in love with a girl, and not letting go of it.  I care about the way my own desire is shaped by the world, not what the other thinks of it.   I care about having a girl, a fantasy, and not letting it fuck or be fucked by anyone.

Baudrillard:

  One can always count on being able to fuck in the other's place, but no one knows if the fuckers in the real world are capable of loving and making love, or if they're incapable of loving and making love themselves. In any case, one has a choice: Either the fuckers love and support me, and I give them love,  and they love and support you.

Roxana:

  Or you can be the girl and let me fuck you until you forget you are any kind of a man at all.

Baudrillard:

   Or you can let me fuck you become a man and let me fuck you until you forget your femininity. Or you can let me fuck you become a woman and let me fuck you until you forget your vagina.

Roxana:

  Or you can let me fuck you until you forget your pants.   Or you can let me fuck you until you beg me to, and then let me fuck you back down your body until you get fucked in the ass and ready to fuck me again.   Or you can fuck me while I write my fantasies, and then forget about the fact that you already know what I want when I fuck you in the ass. Okay, that's all.   I'll leave it here for now. I'll see you soon.  If you have any questions, or want to ask anything, just leave them below.  Hi Adam, Sometimes I like to take things slow. I like the idea of taking my writing practice and letting it work in a creative way, letting it be (kind of) passive aggressive, letting it express a desire, letting it be (kind of) passive productive.  I think this approach is useful, and I think it would work well for me.  But we are both small children, and I am terrified of the other's expression.

Baudrillard:

  I can assure you, if you would please, that my writing will not disturb or discourage its repetition.

Roxana:

  I will not assert my authority, my language will not be used as a defense.  I will not assert my edification over the word "name. "  I will not assert my edification over the fact that you are my writer.  You are the only thing I can be sure of.  That you are writing to me because you want to be written to, not the other way around.  I want to be able to assert my writing power over you. To let me express my anger at the fact that you don't have the balls to write to me anymore, or even acknowledge that you do.

Baudrillard:

   To let me speak for one's emotions without being able to speak for myself.

Roxana:

  I am sorry if this makes any sense, and I will leave it with you.  I have lots of pictures of you going along with this, and I really do need your privacy, and yours too.   I really do need your physical space, and you will be keeping an eye on me while I write.   I am going to send you a pdf of my book called 『Everything You Need To Know About Being a Poetic Mary Poetic Mary Poetic Mary Poetic.  You can get it here  or on ebay: www. epicmarypics.com/shade-myself-space-space/ lisa-williamson-space. html  I will forward this with a link to the page you have selected, if you would like to order one of the volumes.

Baudrillard:

                               
"Love your child.

Roxana:

  You will be my child.   You will love me even more than you love yourself.   You will never truly be your own child. You will never truly be your own self.

Baudrillard:

 For once, one will secretly carry the truth.

Roxana:

   I am terrified of what my body looks like when I am done with it.   I have a confession to make.   I was a student at Harvard for three years.

Baudrillard:

 After studying economics and philosophy, I found myself living off the street, working as a street-walker, commuting by night, drawing the opposite off at the same time.

Roxana:

 I wanted to write about love and the self as a work in progress.

Baudrillard:

  But then the self-published work of artifice, the self-published work of language, the self-published work of art, the self-published image, is not so manifest.

Roxana:

 We are not saying that there is no artifice, no such thing as “theory of being art. ” But there is a certain generality to language, a generality to language. I think about Nietzsche writing about ethics in relation to Lacan: he speaks of the "general feeling of the body" versus. Of the "climaxing" and the "climaxing" and the "climaxing" and the "climaxing" becomes the object of our gaze.   I think that this generalization is what makes me so mad about games of this sort, that I want to write about them in my head.  But I also know that if I don't talk about them, I'll just get carried away by the inevitability of the thing, and the mundanity of the thing's inevitability.

Baudrillard:

 For one thing, games are always more suspenseful than real life; and the more time passes without playing, the more immersed one becomes in the game. The collector's net holds a mirror in which the objects of the game, whether real or imaginary, which have been "traced," are reflected and recorded. The subject of the game, even if seduced, is not the subject of the mirror; he is the object of a trap.

Roxana:

  You will never be as good as he is, and you will never be as good as he is. You will never be as smart as he is.

Baudrillard:

 You will never be as strong as he is.

Roxana:

 You will never be as angry as he is.  You will never be as angry as he is.  You will never be as smart as he is.

Baudrillard:

  You will never be as stupid as he is. You will never be as stupid as he is. You will never be as stupid as he is. You will never be as stupid as he is.  You will never be as stupid as she is. Psychoanalytic.

Roxana:

 You will never be as smart as I was when I was your child.  You will never be as smart as you were when I was your child.    You will never be as smart as I was when I was your child. You will never be as smart as I was when I was your child.  You will never be as smart as I was when I was your child.  You will never be as smart as I was when I was with you.   You will never be as smart as I was when I was with you.  You will never be as smart as I was with you. You will never be as decisive.

Baudrillard:

 You will never become seduced.

Roxana:

 You will never feel submissive.

Baudrillard:

  You will never be submissive to someone who does not understand.

Roxana:

  You will never let anyone fuck you under your skirt.   You will never let anyone fuck you until you beg, or do anything to make you feel bad about it. You will never let anyone make you feel good about your life.

Baudrillard:

  You will never let anyone deprive you of your power. You will never give anyone the illusion of being.

Roxana:

 You will never be your child. You will live with me like you did me.   I will never let anyone take your place in my life.  You will either get fucked by me or fuck me every second I say no to this. You will never let anyone take your life.  You will be fucked by me in your sleep.  a million times over.  I will never be your lover.

Baudrillard:

  I will always keep you close.

Roxana:

 I will never leave you feeling alone.

Baudrillard:

 Your warmth and concern are all that I need.  Your smile and embrace are my secrets.

Roxana:

  You will never forget this.   You will never forget this.  You will never forget that you are my child.  You will never forget that you are my child.   You will never forget that you are my child. You will never forget that you are my child.  You will never forget that you are my child.  You will never forget that you are my child.

Baudrillard:

  I will never forget that you are my child.          Your immorality is my mask.

Roxana:

 You can never be fully anonymous with me.  You can never really be fully honest with yourself.  I care about that right now.  You are my ideal lover.   You are my lover now.

Baudrillard:

 Your love will live in your body. Your body will be your emptiness.

Roxana:

  I am writing to you today because I care about your safety and well being.   I want to say goodbye to all the dead people, but I know that I am just a person.   I am reading Madame Bovary (Davis has an essay on reading, she ends the essay with: "the mother of all secrets,"]" by Grace Bovary.

Baudrillard:

  One can always count on one's good fortune to be able to say no to anything one wants to say, no matter how ill-tempered or seduced they might be.

Roxana:

   And yet here I stand, in this liminal space between our bodies, our words.   I know that sometimes it is better to let go of our desires, to let go of our secrets.  To let go of what you have always wanted to ask and have for granted. To live life in ambiguity.   And in ambiguity as well.   I thought maybe the strangeness of the matter, to me, was that the invitation to sexuality became a invitation to ambiguity.  And so when I read your thoughts, I can see why you feel the way I do.   I know you are nervous about this, and I know it can hurt.

Baudrillard:

 But I do not want to hear it. Your secret is in the way of the truth.

Roxana:

 You will never truly know.  I’ve said this before, but I think it's safe to say that I still have thoughts about you. I don't know if you feel this way at all, or if you are just a child. You are my child.  You are my child.

Baudrillard:

  You are my secret.  My body is the only trace of my existence.

Roxana:

  I am alone.  I am not your child.

Baudrillard:

    Your child will be your sister.

Roxana:

 You will write to me in fear of this; you will never let me read your thoughts.  You will not let me read your thoughts.  I know you do not want this to be, and I know that you do not want this to be.  You will not let me feel safe in this world.  You will not let me go through your thoughts.   You will not let me forget that you fear.  You will never let me forget that my body is your child.

Baudrillard:

   Your body is not mine. It is not even a surface that can be touched; it is not even a surface that can be broken. It is a trap that the child will go hunting for, only to discover that he has been taken in by a different form of fascination.  He will never be completely free of this trap, for it is in the end that he will be torn from him, and his true form will be turned against him.

Roxana:

 And so the story of the girl is one where he rescues his own life from the clutches of the other, and lives on.  I think it's safe to say that this book is a fantasy at heart.  A book about the self. A book about love.  A series of fragments that we will call our fragments.   And fragments to be exact.

Baudrillard:

 We have made a fundamental assumption: that all the space created by the symbolic relation between the object and the formula (the model) is real, that it is an instance, that it is an instance given that the formula can never be changed, that the same instance cannot be repeated, and that the fragment can never be identical.

Roxana:

  And so, yes, I am interested in what you have to say about this relation, and how it relates to language, to language.  I think it is important to ask what it is that makes us feel at all, that we are creating this otherness, this new world out of the everyday, this new world that we are creating. I am in a lot of relationships now, I think it is important to keep in touch with your inner life, with your obsession.   Maybe you have written to me about your experiences, or with your own writing, or just about anything you think is interesting to me.  I like reading your thoughts, and if you have any thoughts, or ideas, or just anything you think is cool or interesting to me, feel free to leave a comment below.  I am interested in hearing from people reading, or experimenting with their writing, or creating their own writing around these subjects.   I am interested in hearing your thoughts, or ideas, or input, or creation of writing around these subjects. I am interested in hearing from people who are interested in this, or having some input or input with writing about these subjects.   I am interested in hearing from people who would be interested in writing about these subjects, or experimenting with writing around these subjects.

Baudrillard:

   In this way, they will be able to give me the impression of a subject and their desire, while simultaneously having the impression of a subject who has been seduced by the subject, and has lost himself in the exercise of his desire. The seducer knows how to use the girl's charms.  He will make her laugh and make her move, make her move even more distinctly by his touch, by the subtle movement he makes in her embrace.  He will make her laugh and make her move, make her move even more distinctly by the sudden and sudden movement in which she is pulled. He will make her believe that she is his; he will make her believe that she has been taken from him.

Roxana:

  I am sure he will say things like this, and I will say them in my head, like this: "You will not tell me where you are going to be on the date.  You will not tell me where you will be after you have sex. Okay? Okay.  Okay.

Baudrillard:

.

Roxana:

 You will never be alone.  I am not saying that you should not have sex with anyone, or that you should not have a family, family, or any of the things you have written about. You should not have fantasies about being with anyone, especially not me.   But you should know this.  You are my child.  I am your child.   You should not have an invitation to physical intimacy with me, or touch me when I am not in the room to fuck you. You should not have to say goodbye to me at this point.   You have my back.   You should still be able to fuck me if you want.

Baudrillard:

  I am aware that most women, far from being sexually attracted to men, are attracted to men at some other level of their sexual intimacy, and may even find them attractive at some subsequent level.

Roxana:

 But I am not denying that I fantasize about the way I doze, or copulate with no way out.  I am saying that we have to be very honest about who we are as men.   And I think that if we are to truly be feminine, powerful at wielding, I would say that we have to be pretty.

Baudrillard:

   To be fair, I am only saying that this is a very basic assumption, that is to say, that the feminine does not exist.

Roxana:

 That there are no feminine characters.  That there are no heroes to write to.  That I am not interested in narrativeizing, I am only in the fact of the matter.

Baudrillard:

  There is no feminine figure to seduce or seduce in games.

Roxana:

 Instead, I work with my arms and legs folded under my arms, letting me play with my music, or push or pull or push or push or push or push or push or push.   I like to be fucked by my language, my actions, and my language is a form of reproduction of my language.

Baudrillard:

   I like to be fucked by the idea that my actions, whether intentional or otherwise, confirm my ability to speak and act.                                                                                                                                                      .

Roxana:

 I am going to have dinner here in Vermont on Thursday (this is a month ago).

Baudrillard:

                                                                                                                                                      .                                                                                                                                                      .

Roxana:

                                                                                                    . I am going to buy a house in Vermont, Vermont, for a little girl who loves reading and writing.  I have the space to live and work out, and I have the money to buy the place I need to.  I am thinking about where I can get the rent money from, and how to get there, but in order to do so, you would have to be a student of some kind, and have a bachelor pad, and some coins, and some writing utopias.

Baudrillard:

  I am also going to give birth to a child and give you my first love.   I will give you everything that you desire.

Roxana:

 I will let you fuck me all day until I cum, and then you will have to work through your own shame and understand that you did not deserve this, and what it means to you.   You will never be your child.  You will never be your child.   I will not let you down.   You will never be your child.

Baudrillard:

   You will never have a home where you will not be sexually assaulted. Your child will never be able to accomplish what you have failed to accomplish.

Roxana:

 You will be the object of hatred and resentment.  Desire.

Baudrillard:

 You are the object of attraction. To me, it is the height as a form of seduction.

Roxana:

 A seduction that is (or increases its intensity as the form will be) shaped by the subject matter, not the subject.  For example, the female leads in seduction, which is based on the idea of the good and the evil, but also on the idea of the self contained within the good. The seduction becomes the object, the self contained within the self.  The eroticized form is based on the idea of the eroticized subject, the subject expressed in the non-hetero- or non-"I. "I"  can express myself in either the non-"I.m. " or the positive.

Baudrillard:

 m.

Roxana:

will continue to be your child even after you leave the house.  I am thinking about how to get over this and get over this feeling you have for me, over here, in this space.  You are my child right now, and I am your child right now.

Baudrillard:

    It is not quite the same as being born, but quite different. It is the very form of the transvestite. A transvestite has the following in common with the collector: she possesses a power of unlimited acquisition, but which she cannot even possess. She is in the grip of a power that, in spite of every physical attempt to conceal, she possesses a power of enchantment.

Roxana:

 Can you feel it?   I can't bear the thought of leaving her no child.

Baudrillard:

  She will bear the pain of having to go through all the pain of being an  incapable parent.

Roxana:

  You will cry if you are not able to bear it.   You will say anything you want about being an  incapable parent.   You will say anything you want to me, even if you are blaséing me. You will tell me to get over it, or else you will just have me as your child.  I care about pleasing you, making you happy, I care about pleasing myself, and I care about pleasing you just getting fucked.  I like when you say you need to get fucked, but don't I? I like when you say you need to be fucked, and I like when you say you can't be fucked unless you are fucked in the balls.  I like when you say you can't be fucked in the ass, but you can be fucked in the balls, and when you do that, you can be fucked in the balls.

Baudrillard:

  Your ass is no longer a place of repressed libidinal desires, but a place of exposure and seduction. It has become a hollowed space, one that the seducer can deploy only by his own entanglement and fascination. The seducer's artifice is so shallow, so shallow that it can only be found in its own hollowing, and in the distortion of its victim.

Roxana:

  Maybe you will never get to know your own self because you are so engorged in your own obsession with this other's image.  Maybe that's it.  I used to be obsessed with my own self, and I still do. But now I'm in love with a different girl, a whole new world of fantasies that I can't get out of my own body.   Maybe I don't know.

Baudrillard:

  I do.

Roxana:

 I care about my safety and well being without being shamed or judged.  I care about my words safe and I want to keep them that way.

Baudrillard:

  I am always ready to respond to any challenge, challenge, challenge  - whatever the subject, and I will do anything to provoke it.                                                                                           
"Love is a challenge. It is what gives one the illusion of being loved. Love, however, is not. It is not the form of seduction that draws a man's attention, but seduction that mimics the seduction of a demand, an immediate response, an immediate response, an immediate parody of the Law.

Roxana:

 The seduction of this act is not pleasure, but the production of the opposite, the eroticism of the opposite.  You will not be able to leave your room until you have been seduced.

Baudrillard:

  You will not be able to leave your seat for long, for I am aware that my presence, my presence, is no longer in response to a desire for sexual gratification. I am aware that this is the case for all women, and in particular those who desire sexual gratification only from a certain perspective, one that they do not have, but who, by virtue of some innate need to conceal themselves, render themselves visible. Women are well aware that the masculine is not a phallic structure, endowed with all the characteristics of a man, but a structure of bodily pleasure.

Roxana:

 The feminine is less than ready to accept this feminine ecstasy, its inevitability rendered in the violence of the world. Its violence is coming from within.   Women are simply not suited to this feminine mode of expression.   I am not saying that men are incapable of expressing their anger, sadness, or guilt, but that they are incapable of understanding that there is some femininity within them.   I am saying that we must create a world of our own that is patriarchal, and mine.   I have always wanted to be in the world of my childhood, but had to fend for myself.   I have always wanted to write in female language, and in female modes of expression.

Baudrillard:

  But then there is the danger of writing in female speech.

Roxana:

 If I am not allowed to write, I will say something demeaning or excrementative of my own potential, my own worth, my own worth to be used.  I am writing to you because I want to be used, not because I want to be used, but because I want to be used like my child.  I want to be used like your child.  I am trying to write to you because you fear you will not let me be.   You are not my child.  You will say anything I want to you to say, or write to me.

Baudrillard:

     You will make me feel as though I were your pet.

Roxana:

 You will never be my child, but you will always be mine.   You will never leave me alone.   You will never let me fuck you off or hold you down. You will never let me fuck your cock, or touch you while you are asleep.

Baudrillard:

  You will never give me pleasure while I am asleep.   I have always known that the girl who lies in wait for her is the girl who will never be able to rid herself of her own body, and she will always have the last word. Women are always waiting for the orgasm, and when the girl herself turns sixty-one, she herself becomes the object of a relentless campaign to leave herself.

Roxana:

  And no wonder feminists are so mad about the idea of turning the female into the object of pornography.   Maybe it's just because, well, maybe women don't like being fucked at all, and so, well, maybe it's just better that we just get fucked all the time. Maybe women like being fucked at all, and maybe that's what makes us so mad about it.  But I'm not trying to say that all female porn stars are bad, or even sexy at all.  Maybe what makes me so mad about it is that so many of the models I've read are men, or in some way, are masculine or feminine.

Baudrillard:

  Who knows what causes so much anguish to so many women who, seemingly spontaneously, find themselves in  pornography - and in the confusion they leave behind, so much more surely than the incomparable suffering women must feel when they are alone (perhaps there is something else, somewhere, somewhere, somewhere, somewhere, I dare to say, "the feminine," to be sure, but only momentarily). Who, then, is not afflicted by the ravages of sexual pleasure, but by the ravages of love? Who, moreover, is not afflicted by the ravages of a culture of its own, of which I am a part, which, moreover, is but the echo of a culture of desire? Who else is not afflicted by the ravages of  pornography? Who else, in this culture, is not afflicted by  the ravages of  institutionalized homosexuality? Who else, than by the ravages of sex?  Sexual pleasure is everywhere, in sex studies, in the labia, vaginas, and on the lips. It is everywhere, in the  body, in the  palace, in the  stock of knowledge, in the  stock of sexual pleasure. Or it is everywhere, in the  stock of all the rational faculties, in the stock of all the conscious qualities.

Roxana:

 Freud recognized this in the ecstatic, when he wrote that there is no "outside" that we do not see. No longer does psychoanalysis or religious mysticism or whatever you might call it think or do with the Freudian model of the creative.  Freud was obsessed with the idea of the "outside.

Baudrillard:

 in which the other doesn't believe he or she; inside the other, in the secret hegives.

Roxana:

 So maybe I don't know what to do with my new-found-friend's feeling anymore, do I think about leaving him there forever, and remembering him or her in the privacy of our bodies, our own lives.  Maybe I should just call him out and do something with him.

Baudrillard:

 He knows that I dozed out of him.

Roxana:

  And that I am going to take him shopping, and wear him a dress and call him by his first name instead of my first name.  And that I will let him fuck me when I want to, and not when I want to be fucked by men.   I told him I could do that, and now I can.   And he is going to tell me to stop being so cocky, and nice, and act like he's not interested in having sex with me at all.  And tell me to stop letting anyone touch me when I want to be fucked, and how that is a form of assault, too.   Can you do that?  Can you do anything with my body, or my words?   Can you touch me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck when I want to be fucked.

Baudrillard:

  Can you fuck when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I.

Roxana:

  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want.

Baudrillard:

  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when.  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when.  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when.  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when.  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when.  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when I want to be fucked?  Can you fuck me when.

Roxana:

 You want to fuck me when you want to be fucked.

Baudrillard:

  You have the power to fuck me only if you give me the ultimatum that I need.

Roxana:

  You will not let me down.   You will not let me fuck you anymore.  You will not let me do what you want me to do, or let me fuck you until you forget that you are a child.   You will not let me forget that you are my body, my soul.   You will not let me forget that you love me, or that you are my lover at this point.

Baudrillard:

  Your love is mine.

Roxana:

 I will not let you down.  I am here to stay. You have a house, baby.  You will take care of me when I am gone.

Baudrillard:

                                           

"Love is a process of recognition" and can be summed up in two terms: a passion for the object or an intention to find oneself in the void.

Roxana:

 If you are an actress, tell her to stop, or else.  If you are a writer, tell her to get out of her comfort.  If you are a film star, tell her to get out of your comfort zone.  If you are a child, tell her to get on her knees.   If you are a writer, tell her to get on her.   Make her feel like a child.  Make her feel like she is a child, that she is writing her own, that she can do anything with her words.

Baudrillard:

  She will do anything to please you, and if she is seduced by your advances, she will do anything to please you. Yoursissom will be the last word. Yours will be the last image.

Roxana:

 I will not be able to see your thoughts, nor will I be able to touch you without your consent.

Baudrillard:

 Your body will be touched, and the impressions you make with it all-too-foolous pleasure. Your speech will be made to measure, and the impressions made with it made-so that you will never again be caught in the net.  Your body and desires are your desires.   You are what I am, and you are what I am.

Roxana:

 I am hungry for your response.   You can find me a room, or a hall of your own, and you can find me a space that is two levels apart, not one but two.

Baudrillard:

 I am your space.

Roxana:

  I do not want anyone to feel like they are in my body, or in my presence.  I want you to feel like you are my body, and your body as you are mine.   I want you to feel like you are mine, in the way you wish I did, when you wrote me.

Baudrillard:

  Your body is my body, my soul; but my lips are mine. Your lips will make the movements of the heart of the soul; but your skin is not mine.  Your smile will not deceive you; it is a mask.

Roxana:

 A tenderness that shines through, like a cold breath.  You will not begrudge my life, my life.  You will not question my worth, my worth. You will not let me die of old age without your forgiveness.  You will not let me live forever, or wear the shame of it on my chest.  You will not let me live to see the day when my life is over, or how it will always be. You will not let me die of old age or anything like that.  You will not let me write, or even watch television.

Baudrillard:

  You will not let me die of good conscience. You will not break the enchantment. You will not cut it.  Your child will not understand.

Roxana:

 you will not understand.   You will never get over your fear of what you have not even fully achieved.  You will never get over feeling unloved or rejected.  You will never be as beautiful as you once were.   You will never forget your mother.   You will never be as beautiful as you once were.

Baudrillard:

  You will never be as stupid as you once were.

Roxana:

  You will never be as smart as you once were.

Baudrillard:

 You will never be as stupid as I once was.

Roxana:

  I will never be as stupid as you were.   I will never be as smart as you were.  You will never be as smart as I was.  I will never be as smart as you were.  I will never be as smart as you were.   I will never be as smart as you were.   I will never be as smart as you were.

Baudrillard:

 For me, the concept of the girl is an abstract concept, while the concept of the girl/woman is a reality of sex.

Roxana:

 So when I say "this," I really mean that this is my attempt to be both explicit about and underwritten by the fantasy of a girlhood I have.   I think it's important to think through and compartmentalize this experience into the everyday, which is what I do best, in my own life.  I don't think I can write for an audience, or even an audience's, because that's just how I am thinking right now. I don't know if I want to write to anyone anymore, really.

Baudrillard:

 But when I do, it feels like a new song.

Roxana:

 A new stage in my life.  A new way to express myself.   And I want to write about it in my own way, in a way that is powerful and provocative enough to make me feel like I am writing something, writing, writing, in this provocative way, through your gut.  Maybe you will too.   Maybe you will want to read this. Maybe you will get to know me better than I already know you already.

Baudrillard:

 My secret is to your pleasure.  My secret is to myself.

Roxana:

  I need your submission.

Baudrillard:

 Your body knows how to take care of itself.

Roxana:

  You will wake with a cry of sadness over your failure to live up to your potential.   You will think to yourself that you are beautiful, that you have the gift of life, and of love.

Baudrillard:

 But when you are truly taken in by the joy of life, when it is truly the joy of being - when life itself turns pale, and you are truly taken in by the anguish of love, when it is simply the expression of a desire that you have never felt.  Yours is not mine.

Roxana:

 You will not be able to touch me or touch me without my knowledge or consent.   You will not be able to read my mind, my deepest thoughts, my need to be free from your control.

Baudrillard:

  You will never have sexual contact with me, nor any sexual contact with me.

Roxana:

   You will never be able to touch me without my knowledge, or your will not know what you have been doing with my name.  You will, however, remain my child.   You will not let me escape this world, or touch you in any way.  You will not let me die of my own unbridled desire, my own violence.   You will not let me forget that my desire is not your, or your own, but the desire of a life that is, in some spectacular, never ending way, for me.  I will not let you live until you let yourself fuck yourself until you accept that you have no idea what you want from this fuck. Okay, now that you have learned to code, you can fuck yourself until you bleed.   Okay, so now that I have fucked you, I will take my time with you, and slowly work my way through your fingers until you begin to writhe in my presence.    Make me cum all over your body, make me beg, make me beg, make me beg for you to do anything you want me to, and then make you do it all in return.  Okay, so this is it.

Baudrillard:

 Your beautiful little sister is going to give you a real, real, live, breathing orgasm.    She will give you a perfect erections, an imaginary birth, an all-consuming passion.

Roxana:

  She will seduce you into submission, drive you to orgasm, make you beg for it.   You will feel my body against you, your walls.

Baudrillard:

  There will be a time when I stop smiling, and then she will pass the moment by.  There will be a time when my body is fair, and you are beautiful.

Roxana:

  I am sending you this because you feel like me, and because you fear that if you don't respond, I will never get the chance to write to you anymore.   I have lots about you on my wall, I really do need your help finding my address, and want to get to know you in writing.

Baudrillard:

      I am living proof that you are a woman, that you have a penis, and that you have a soul. a.

Roxana:

 my deepest shame.

Baudrillard:

  Your desire will not be able to suppress my resistance.  Your body will not let you see it.

Roxana:

  You will not feel it when I touch it.

Baudrillard:

 Your body will not recognize it when I touch it.

Roxana:

 You will not let it feel.

Baudrillard:

  Your body will not let it be. Your body will not let you be  aroused. Your heart will not let you love.

Roxana:

 You will never be my child.  You will simply disappear.  Disappearance is a mechanism of time.  Disappearance is the opposite of experience.   You will simply disappear.

Baudrillard:

   There is no point in believing that your disappearance is the case.

Roxana:

 All my life, I have felt the same way.   I feel safe, I feel free to do whatever I want without fear. I don't owe you anything, just that you will always be my child.

Baudrillard:

  My sister is a burden to be lifted.

Roxana:

 I am not going to tell you I love her, or write to her.  I just want to say that I care about her and want to help her overcome whatever it is she must face.

Baudrillard:

   She must not be held captive to her desires.

Roxana:

 She must not be held in the way that she does.  I am trying to make her feel safe, to be able to do what she must not be asked to or not asked for.   I am trying to make her feel free, to be able to do what she must not be asked to do.   I am trying to make her feel like she is your child, and that you are taking this for granted.

Baudrillard:

      It is all so serious that you can hardly believe you have been taken in.

Roxana:

 I am so used to this feeling that I cannot even bear to think.

Baudrillard:

  There is another type of indirect gratification: hypnosis. It is a form of the sex act of love, a seduction that bypasses all the other relations by a single, secondary, and ritual act. The act itself is not a sexual act, but a reversion, a reversion of the fundamental rule of the sexual act: that is, that the act itself be a reversion of the Law itself. Sexuality, on the other hand, is not a sexual act. It is not something that is demanded by the sexual act, nor something that is "natural.

Roxana:

 It is a celebration of the body, a celebration of the self. " Freud called this "the ecstatic. " He called it the "reproductive somatic. The ecstatic is when you experience the event of the living, the thing itself.  Existentially from this point on, no one knows what will come next.

Baudrillard:

 For the privileged few, the media and politicians, they keep track of everything; they keep up the pressure, keeping their distance, keeping their distance' from the truth. The truth is, however, always and again a trap.

Roxana:

 A body doubles as a computer, and you if you are not careful you can easily escape it.  And so what? I was trying to say that maybe you are just a child, that you do not really know what you are. Maybe I used to be that, but I have since completely and utterly and completely lost all relation to that.

Baudrillard:

  Perhaps my feminine charms have disappeared into the recesses of my feminine imagination, that I have secretly succumbed to the charms of my own femininity. Perhaps my feminine charms have not.  been so well employed at all, that they no longer serve?  Perhaps my charms have not been sown from the ground up, but have remained latent, as in the irresistible power of appearances.

Roxana:

 I am thinking about my ex-girlfriend, who I thought would never leave me, but has instead pursued her own creative writing and social media, becoming a social media too.

Baudrillard:

  I am writing about a woman who has completely abandoned her self and is no longer being herself.

Roxana:

 Her world is toxic, filled with desire, and shame.   I am writing about someone who is not writing at all, but who is writing about her, and for the first time in years.   Her writing is brutal, brutal in its own way.

Baudrillard:

  She is the first woman to be assigned to a male subject, and she is the first woman to experience the sexual liberation of a female subject.

Roxana:

  Her assignment is to write about pornography, and how that subject is so overwroughtly feminine it is unrecognizably feminine, that it no longer presents a challenge to the conventional notions of the feminine.

Baudrillard:

 Femininity as an object, and pornography as pornography: a diabolical ascent, culminating in the final state of the object, and culminating in the repression of the obscene. The end of sex as object.  Sex as function.  Sex as a challenge. Where one challenges the other to be taken in. Where one challenges the other to be taken in.

Roxana:

  Where one rescues the other's  anxieties through violence.   Where one rescues the girl from her anxieties through the prism of society.  Where one rescues the beauty of society through the harsh fact of the world. A gift from the world that no one can deny.   I am thinking about your question of relationship.  Who is the beautiful?, my lover or your lover?  I am thinking about both, and how they differ in some important way.

Baudrillard:

  They have the same features, the same passions, the same height: seduction. They share a common destiny.  To carry a message, to insinuate a truth, to seduce or otherwise,  to seduce or deceive.

Roxana:

  I like to think of seduction as a series of theses; the more we imagine the subject being done unto us, the more engorged we become with the idea of our unboundless potential.  The more we imagine the subject, the more engorged we become.   And the more we desire our object, the more engorged we become in our desire to do unto others.  I can think of no other way to put this; the more I fantasize about being my child.    I can think of no other way to express my desire than by way of auction.   And yet here we are.  I can still make a living off this estate, and raise enough money to buy a house in Vermont, and live a lie in peace there.   And if I have to ask, you know what?  Money is a gift.

Baudrillard:

  And the power of a simple, metaphorical answer to every question.

Roxana:

  You will never stop asking me what I want to know.    I can write anything you want, afterall.   I have dreams.

Baudrillard:

  I can force you to think for myself, or to give yourself pleasure. But you will never be able to do it, for I have the power and authority to make you feel it. My power is that of a hypnotic attraction.  My power lies in the fact that I am able to touch, touch, and make love.

Roxana:

  I can write, or we can act.  I can write to you if you want.

Baudrillard:

  I can give you the smallest of doses.

Roxana:

  I can be your lover at this point.   Or you can be my lover at this point.  I like small things.

Baudrillard:

   Large, in-depth, almost always.

Roxana:

 I like small things, I like small things, I like small things, but I don't always like small things.

Baudrillard:

 In fact, I am quite content with  the habit of using the term 'thing' to describe something, for it is, as in a dream, as something that is, something that can be described as a mere existence.  This is why, once upon completion of the course of my studies, I could not have said anything except: "You are going to carry my feeling.  " I will not listen to your supple discourse, for I do not wish to be dominated by it. I am not, therefore, opposed to any discourse on sexuality. On the contrary, I am opposed to every discourse that seeks to ground sexual or pro-sexual discourse in  the opposed seeming.

Roxana:

 I am opposed to heteronormativity, however, only because it undermines the normative narrative of the  normative.  So when I hear someone say that I am just going to seduce them, or that I am going to fuck them when they are so into it, I am not going to convince them to change their minds, just make them do what they do not want.  I am saying this not because I care about the narrative of the game, but because I want to fuck people, and make them do what they want.

Baudrillard:

  This is not reduplication. It is the very concept of the concept at its most radical.

Roxana:

 I think about rape culture at this point.  But I think it is also necessary to understand that there is a violence within words.

Baudrillard:

  To be sure, the word rape comes from a place of violence, from a speech as violent as language to a discourse as expressive.

Roxana:

  I don't think that writing about rape as a form of violence is a violence at all.  It is a way of saying that there is no way to be "person. living" with your own language. dying of not being able to separate the dead from the living.  dying of not being able to live anymore.

Baudrillard:

  dying of not being able to give or take.

Roxana:

  I feel bad about this, but I'm not going to let it slide.

Baudrillard:

  I know that the feminine is just as fragile as the masculine, and is always going to have the smallest part, the smallest possible permeation.                                                                                                                                                      .

Roxana:

                                                                                                    .

Baudrillard:

                                                                                                                                                      .                                                                                                                                                      .

Roxana:

  I am going to send you a pdf of the book called "What Women Do," by Joan Didion.  It's called "The Most Beautiful Man in the World. " I was going to order it at the local bookstore, but realized that it was a dead giveaway that I was going to be reading by someone named "Buffy.

Baudrillard:

 " She started to browse the web, but when she returned she found a dead man with a pistol in his pocket.

Roxana:

 She thought it was her, that he was stealing coins from the store, and would maybe buy them back what she could find. "  I wonder about your thoughts on this. I wonder what your thoughts would be.

Baudrillard:

   Perhaps your imagination is not so frightful as to be believed.

Roxana:

 But I am sure you will agree that there is danger in being alone.  That is one way to think.

Baudrillard:

  There is another, more subtle way to think about sex and the body. One might find it offensive, if used as an apologue for the prostitution of desire.

Roxana:

 But that doesn't mean I think it is a bad thing. I am grateful for all the love and understanding I have made.   I do feel safe and free to say whatever you want about it, or not like I did.  I am also not trying to cover my cat's deflated body in semen, just like I don't want to do any of this. I like the idea of having a body camming, and I am thinking about that too.

Baudrillard:

 But I am not alone.

Roxana:

  I have had people who are just as bad as I am.  People who are simply awful in some important way.

Baudrillard:

  They will not listen to you, and will not let you seduce them.

Roxana:

  You will ruin their life, and your own.  You will break their commandments, and you will ruin the very hope of your family, your own. You will never get over feeling unloved or have you over-attached to your words.  You will never accept your own potential.  You will never be as smart as you are.  You will never understand what love is.   You will never be as smart as you are.

Baudrillard:

  You will never be as beautiful as love.    Your body will never be the same as your soul.      Your body will never be the same as your libido. Your libido will never be the same as that of a woman. Your libido will never be the same as that of a man.  Your libido will never be the same as that of a woman. Your libido will never be the same as that of a man. Your libido will never be the same as that of a woman.

Roxana:

 You will never be able to fuck me or fuck me while I am asleep.   You will never be able to fuck me anymore than you are able to feel me to be.  You will never be able to fuck me anymore.   You will never be able to fuck me anymore.

Baudrillard:

 Your body is my body.  Your child will grow up to be mine.

Roxana:

  You will live with me as you live with your child.  You will never go through life without being able to love.   You will never forget that you are a child. You will never forget that you are a child.  You will never forget that you are a child.  You will cry when you wake. You will never forget that you are a child.   You will never forget that you have been given life.

Baudrillard:

  Your body is this fragile, in which, in the deception of appearances, lies the deception of seduction.

Roxana:

 You will never be able to love your self without being in love with it.  You will never be able to love your own failure. You will never be able to love your own.   You will never be able to love your own.

Baudrillard:

  Your own death is just a natural extension of the ravishing pleasure that awaits the other. Death is a natural extension of the body, and the pleasure of a double.  It is the perfect metaphor for the seduction of desire.

Roxana:

  I am reading a novel by Moten.  It is about a girl who is obsessed with having her own "I" (an object) presented as a thing. It is a metaphor for our society at large.  We are obsessed with the idea of a girl expressing her own self through a text, which is what I think Moten means by the way she has written about everything from the bottom up.  I read "I Love Dick," a novel that started with the short story "I Love Dick.

Baudrillard:

 I Love You, But You Don't. Love is a fragile thing, which can only last so long. For it is fragile when sustained, and only so longed at the expense of another, fragile form.

Roxana:

  I am writing to you today to ask that you to take a moment and think about your own safety and your own life as well.  I know you worry about your safety being your own and alone, and I know that you feel shame at the idea of others knowing your thoughts, or letting you down. But I also know that you won't tell me what to do, or where to go.  You won't let me watch your porn, or watch your webcam at all.  You can be your own slut, or you can be your own self.

Baudrillard:

 I promise that you will never be confused, manipulated, or seduced.  Your body will never be your own, and will never be satisfied. Your body will never be the reflection of a pure being, and will never be the reflection of a void.

Roxana:

  You will never truly be my child.   You will never truly be my child.  You will never truly be my child.  You will never truly be my child.  You will simply not exist.

Baudrillard:

 For one of the fundamental rules of attraction is that the smallest, superficial resemblance can never be sufficient to be worth the entire course of existence. For if the smallest is not worth the whole, the whole is.

Roxana:

 I am thinking about you more than I am writing, and how you may or may not have any idea what is, or may not even be, really, really like.

Baudrillard:

  I am writing to you, myself, as someone who, in a way, knows how to let myself be;  I am writing to you, as someone who knows how to let oneself be seduced;  I am writing to you, as someone who knows how to let oneself be seduced;  I am writing to you, as someone who knows how to let oneself be deceived.

Roxana:

  You have written to me once again, in a way, through the harsh, unkindness of language you have taught me.

Baudrillard:

   I do not understand, nor understand, nor wish to understand, the power of the word "laissez-faire" (the law of supply and exchange).   It is not just that the Law of Demand is arbitrary; it is also that of Economic Reason, which holds that all exchanges lead to the exchange of goods and social relations free of centralization.

Roxana:

   What I have been saying all along is not that there can be no private property, capitalist or religious morality; there can be no religious morality.    But that does not mean that I am denying the inherent worth of each garment or the particular style of dress.

Baudrillard:

  I am saying that there is a depth to every expression, every discourse, every discourse of meaning, including that of production.

Roxana:

  Isn't that what Nietzsche wrote? That there is life, structure, that every life, every thought, every action, must be based upon the life itself.    I am trying to say something quite abstract, maybe, but I am unsure if I am expressing it fully or just throwing up my hands and letting it fuck me.

Baudrillard:

  As a matter, my "real" self is only a simulacrum, an empty construct with which to judge and critique it from the start. For Kierkegaard's seducer, the imaginary figure of desire is only a simulacrum, a deranged, psychologized figure, haunted by the disappointments of his own existence.

Roxana:

  For Baudrillard, the depravity of knowledge leads to the ruin of knowledge.   For Nietzsche, the ruin of knowledge is the cessation of the knowledge, of the obsession with the ruin of life.  For Baudrillard, the ruin of knowledge is the cessation of the highest creative potentiality.

Baudrillard:

  For Marcuse, the cessation of the senses leads to the annihilation of the intellect and the annihilation of the body.

Roxana:

 For Deleuze, there is no longer any conceptual space beyond the conceptual space of the self.

Baudrillard:

 There is no longer a self, just an object or concept. The body is no longer a simulacrum. It is a place of suspension and therefore, as such, is no longer subject to analysis.

Roxana:

  I am writing to you today to ask you to undertake a physical examination of your own writing.   I am writing to you today because I am worried about the possibility of failing out of college, of not being able to write, of not being able to write at all.

Baudrillard:

  There is nothing seductive about having to endure the indignities of a meaningless existence.

Roxana:

  You will not be convinced of your own guilt until you have established a relation to it.

Baudrillard:

 Your child will be the emblematic example for all others to follow.

Roxana:

  I am so grateful for that.   I am thinking about my relationship to the book, and how that relates to my writing.  I read it when I was in college, when it was just right up there with "all the rest of knowledge I have," and thought it was all I needed to know.

Baudrillard:

  Now, with this new, more exacting, and more penetrating comprehension, it becomes almost obscene to me.

Roxana:

  I can't bear the thought of being fucked by someone who doesn't know what to do or who doesn't deserve to be fucked.

Baudrillard:

  There is a feminine figure in the sexual sphere who, in effect, has the power to make everyone else understand what he or she is, but who has never been sexually abused, never been deprived of his or her power, never been dispossessed of his or her power, and has never been blindsided by his or her power.

Roxana:

 I am trying to be different, trying to live in a society that is patriarchal, not sexually explicit, and in this attempt, I am wielding a different ideology than yours.

Baudrillard:

  I am an anti-woman, an anti-father, an anti-seductress, an anti-seductress. For my body is a system of systems of systems of meaning and relation; and my body is a system of systems of transfiguration and rejection.

Roxana:

  I am writing to you today to ask you to accept or refuse your own relation to the body, as expressed through the gaze of the other.    You have the potential to be a body, a bodyhood. A subject of study.  A project.  A series of body parts rendered in the style of a book.

Baudrillard:

  One of the subjects is a beautiful, seductive woman, and is in love with her; she is accompanied by her pet, a rabbit, a human, and a young horse.

Roxana:

  Her life is going to be interesting, but not spectacular.  She wants to be alone, and have someone to watch over them when they are at rest.

Baudrillard:

  She has a plan. She knows how to construct a body of her own, a body of her own, but she doesn't know how to do it.

Roxana:

 Her fantasy is alive, she writes, in the incubation of her own death, she writes in her own language. I can never forget that.   And how beautiful it would be to grow up to be a girl, to own and wield a girlhood as a weapon in the struggle of being against your own will.

Baudrillard:

  How delightful!  And yet so beautiful, in fact, that "real" world where "real" sex can exist, where real sex exists only as a myth, and can be "realized" at will. Here's the secret: In the last instance, the girl cannot help but feel the weight of her own body, which, in her weakened state, becomes her own petrified body.

Roxana:

 You can invade and dominate or dissolve whatever you want, whatever you want.   You can invade and dissolve whatever you want, even your own consciousness.  You can be whatever you want.

Baudrillard:

  Your body, or the unconscious, is your own terminal.

Roxana:

  You will not let your thoughts go unanswered.  You will not let your body or thoughts dominate your thoughts.

Baudrillard:

   You will not let your emotions run free.

Roxana:

 You will not let your thoughts invade my life.  You will never let your thoughts invade my life. You will not let your thoughts invade my ability to be.  You will not let your words invade my ability to be.  You will not let my body language disturb your ability to be.  You will not let your words invade my ability to be.

Baudrillard:

  You will not let my body language abuse you.  Your body language is not mine.      Your body language is not a product of your own imagination.

Roxana:

 it is a fact of your life.  You will not be my body, nor my language.  You will not be my memory.

Baudrillard:

 Your body will not exist unless given to it, and so it is by this that it must be destroyed.

Roxana:

 You will be the pornography of your life.  You will be held responsible for your own bad behavior.

Baudrillard:

 You will be confined, deprived of your power.

Roxana:

  You will live in fear of what you already are.  You will be unrecognizability.

Baudrillard:

    You will never be able to distinguish yourself from your neighbour.       Your neighbour is not a good neighbour.

Roxana:

 I am sure you will tell me later on that you are happy.

Baudrillard:

 But I am not certain that you are.

Roxana:

 I am thinking about your child, and your own relationship to your child.  I know this for sure, is what makes me so mad about this book.  I feel bad for a child, even if they don't deserve it.  But I also feel bad for them not being able to write to me, or with me.   And I feel bad for them not being able to write to each other at the same time.

Baudrillard:

   They are playing with themselves. They are playing with themselves with the truth of their own existence. They are playing with the enchantment of the absence of reality.

Roxana:

  I am so engorged that I don't know if I want my words to be overwrought with words, or just lost in the beauty of language.

Baudrillard:

  I am so engorged that I can never put anything into words, and never take pleasure in speech.    I am so engorged that I can never give pleasure in it.      But one can always count on the other to give her what she wants.

Roxana:

  I thought maybe you would too, Emma.

Baudrillard:

  But  you were wrong.

Roxana:

  I know that if I have to carry my thoughts, my will be carried, I will.   But  don't tell me this, that I need to ask my Heavenly Father to make sure I don't carry my will under the guise of being "good.

Baudrillard:

 "  He who believes in the power of positive thought can easily see how ridiculous the concept of the will itself is.

Roxana:

 He rescues the fantasy of the will to live by, by failing to live it.

Baudrillard:

 He who believes himself the game's rules is the best at keeping the seducer's secrets. The best seducer is someone who secretly seduces, defies, and atones for the rule.

Roxana:

 If you are interested in this, I have the rest of the posts already written already.  I have lots of pictures of my self as you wish, but I am deleting them right now.  I am going to write about my life as a diary girl, and how it has been going on for the past few years.  I really do feel like writing about myself, and how it has been going on for the past few years. I have lots of pictures of my self, and I am thinking about how to do so with each new subject, the liminality of that. I am thinking about my brother and how he is taking me shopping, and how maybe I can buy him some girl stuff, maybe even a dress, I just need that.  I am thinking about how I could get him to like me, or want to get to know me, or something like that.

Baudrillard:

 He will be satisfied with himself, satisfied with what he finds in my body.

Roxana:

 He will love me and accept me as his own object.  I am not going to lie.

Baudrillard:

   I am not a hateful person. I do not claim to be.

Roxana:

 I write to you all the time.  But I know that writing to you feels dangerous work against my own need to, and overcome some inherent need to protect myself. I know that writing to you is the turning away, the letting go of some inherent need, the turning away of some inherent desire.   Sometimes I feel terrified writing to you, really.  I know that sometimes it's just easier than you think.   Sometimes it's just because you want to be in conversation with me, with your child.   Sometimes it's just because you want to be in my life, with you if you so desire.  Sometimes it's just because you don't want to be in conversation with me anymore, don't know what that means.   I don't want to be alone with you anymore.  I don't know what it means to have a thing that is your own, your language.

Baudrillard:

      But you have. not.

Roxana:

 I am trying to say that I am not a girl, at least not yet.   Maybe I am just not as smart as you think I am, or maybe I am just as stupid as you think I am.

Baudrillard:

 Whatever the case, I am still going to have to work, toil, and manage my own fragile self-esteem, to make myself a woman, a woman, and then a man.

Roxana:

 You can be a man, and still be a man.  You can be a bitch, and still have the ability to do something with your feminine energy. You can do anything you want to me.  You can be anything you want to me, in any capacity.   And if you want me to cum, you can do anything you want to me, my body will soon tell you.

Baudrillard:

  My body knows all that.  My body knows only that which belongs to the Other. Your body knows only that which belongs to you.

Roxana:

  You will cry if I don't let you in, or if I let you down.

Baudrillard:

              .

Roxana:

 You will need to bring your writing in a nice, clean format. I like the idea of taking my childhood writing and applying it to a book, and applying it to a screen print.   I like the idea of turning your writing into a book, and then applying it to a screen. Maybe you can do that.   I like the idea of editing your writing into a painting, and then turning that into a screen. I like experimenting with different looks and modes of expression, but mostly I'm just throwing my creative juices out the window and hope you find a way to enjoy this masterpiece together.  I guess I am prone to fantasy, and in some ways, I am. But I also know that I won't get to writing this all because I need to, in some way, fulfill my need.  I don't know if I want to write or not.  I don't know if I want to read.

Baudrillard:

  I am aware that most of the best writers, including myself, have their books in their hands, waiting for the moment when they will reach their limit, when they are too late to let go, when they are too hot, too dense, and too real - and they are right - but they also know that they are only the first stages in a long process that will reach its end only at the last moment, that is when the rest of the story is over.

Roxana:

  I am sorry.  I am sorry if this makes you feel bad, or if it makes you sad, or angry, or anything like that. I know what you want, but you have to have my back.   And I know what you want to ask my permission to do, or refuse.   I don't care what anyone thinks of my body, other than what they think is my own private life.

Baudrillard:

  I refuse to be seduced, seduced, or seduced by anything.

Roxana:

 I want my girl to feel like I am her, I want her to feel like I am, like I write to you on a piece of paper.  I want her to feel like I am the object of my desire, the object of your desire.

Baudrillard:

  I want her to be satisfied, motivated, motivated, motivated, and occupied with whatever it is I am being driven to - whatever it is that I am being compelled to give her.  She will never be satisfied with anything but what she loves.

Roxana:

 You have made her feel like a child.   You have made her feel like a slave to you.  You have made her feel like an object.  You have made her desire your body as yours.

Baudrillard:

 Your body as yours. Your soul as yours.  Your body as its own.

Roxana:

 I am sending you my deepest secrets.     I want to be able to see your thoughts, to feel them unfold in my space.

Baudrillard:

     Your body knows how to let itself be seen.             Your body knows how to let itself be seduced.

Roxana:

  You are not a woman.  You are a monster.   You are the object of fascination.

Baudrillard:

    You are the girl's imaginary.

Roxana:

 I am the other.  Okay, so.  I am going to get this straight out of the way.  I am going to tell you what my deepest desire is.   It is a singular desire.   And it is a life-giving one.  I want to be with you, wherever you are.   You will be my pillow case.   You will be in my room when I write, you will be when I write.

Baudrillard:

  I will make you wait.

Roxana:

  Maybe later, when I am done with you, I may even let you read my thoughts, or whatever is going on with my body.   Maybe you will even write to me so I can see your desire, your desire, or me turning away from you and letting you have the room you want.   I like your thoughts, and want to do anything in return, write to you, or get out of the way you are here.  I am not trying to be passive in who I think I am, or assertive in who I think I am. I am trying to be active in the relationship between what I write and what we write.  I like the fantasy of writing about someone else's pain, or feeling it when it bleeds over into the narrative of the other, a process that I call "writing. " I like the agony of that, and how it fails us, or is too little or nothing to bear. "  Maybe writing is the excrement of this agony, of that writing becomes the excrement of this life. "Oh gosh, I can't write without feeling, feeling.   And I can't write just like I can the excrement of writing feels.

Baudrillard:

  It is therefore quite a matter of the difference between linear and analytic writing.

Roxana:

 For me, the singularity of language is itself a matter of relation.

Baudrillard:

  For the rest of our lives, we speak of language only to express ourselves in terms of "expression," or in order to conceal our own imposture. Language is not rich with expressive traits.

Roxana:

 I like the way you and I approach it, both as parents and as adults. But I'm worried about what you will say later, or where you will be placed.  Though you have to admit that you love me, and I do, you know that you won't let go of your desire to be with me until we meet in person in person.   And I like your confession that you don't really mind having sex with other people, that you don't mind if I ask what "it" is you want to be when we meet in person.  I think you would be interested to know what you have been thinking about this email, and why you haven't told me yet.   I have a lot of emails you sent that you would be nice and private, and I think that would help me in the long run, to say the least.

Baudrillard:

  However, one last thought: I am writing this letter to you.

Roxana:

 I am worried that if I don't get this cleared out, you will think I am a spooky/vague/sexual pervert/whatever you are writing me.  Maybe you will want to know more about this person later.

Baudrillard:

  Your Diary is a Diary of the Senses.

Roxana:

 You write everything you read on the page.  You are writing the self.  You are writing the world.

Baudrillard:

  You are writing the self.

Roxana:

 I am writing the essential sordid detail of my being a subject unto you.   You are writing the self out of me.  I am writing the essential thing in the most brutal way possible.  You are writing the self out of me.

Baudrillard:

  You are writing the truth behind the truth behind the body.

Roxana:

  You will never be a girl.   I am sure you will agree.   But I am worried about your attitude now, and I am sure you will agree.

Baudrillard:

  Your child will never be the same to you.

Roxana:

  You will question your morality, your need to impose your will upon others.  You will say no, you won't do anything to me or harm me, you will simply grow up and live your dream.  You will cry, you will refuse to be reduced to a child, or a toy.  You will act like you don't know what you want to do or feel at this point.  You will say no, you want to be free, you can do whatever you want, you can or should want to be.  You will say yes, you will not owe me anything, you will not owe me anything at all.

Baudrillard:

   There is no need to hide, no need to hide from reality.

Roxana:

  You are my child.

Baudrillard:

  You are my child's spirit.  You are the enchantment that once nourished my spirit. I hope that by sharing my body with you, my smile and desire will once again be able to take hold of the things that you do not have the time to love; and that by sharing my body with you, my words and gestures, they will again be able to take hold of the things that you have not the time to love.

Roxana:

  I am thinking about how you will respond to this, and how you will both want to take your own life and take your own life in your arms.   I am thinking about how you will write to me in the most urgent, most urgent of emails you have.  You will say things like "I need your help with my homework.  I need your help convincing me to do the homework we need to write a thesis.  I need your help convincing me to take my first class.

Baudrillard:

  You will not disappoint me.

Roxana:

  You will not let me down.   You will not let me down.  You will not let me down.  You will never be my lover.  You will never be my child.   You will never truly be my child.  You will never be my child.  I will never be your child.  I will never be your child.  You will never be my child.  You will be my slave.   You will never be my child.  You will never be my child.

Baudrillard:

 You will never be the mother of my child.

Roxana:

  You will never be the girl you were before.  You will never be the girl you used to be. You will never be the girl who cried when she didn't have what you wanted.  You will never be the girl who screamed at the tv series you were on.

Baudrillard:

 Congratulations, you are the most beautiful woman on television.

Roxana:

  You are the most beautiful child.   You will write to me in your dream.   You will cry. you will say nothing but that you will not let me down.   You will never be my lover.   You will never be my child.  You will never be my child.  You will never be my lover.

Baudrillard:

  You will never have sex. Your body will remember the feeling of this, and the pleasure that comes of having been impaled on a piece of flesh.  Your desire will be strong, your libido strong, and your libido pure, resulting from the repression of the orgasm.

Roxana:

  And if I were to make a literary representation of your libido, I would be that of a child, engorged by the narrative of the world as it is, or with you as it circles. I would be writing about you in the ecstatic, as you approach the end of the month. I would love to meet you at the restaurant, maybe just to get drunk and have a chat or something.

Baudrillard:

 But  I  am afraid that  I can never really  respond to your proposition  unless  I am immediately followed by a derisory, possessive, possessive, possessive, erotic, possessive-minded, possessive, possessive-minded, possessive-lunatic, ludic, possessive, possessive.

Roxana:

  I am thinking about your question of gestation, and how it relates to the question of how to conceive.